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the poor and the oppressed, because they were the tools of
the moneyed interests that dreaded a clearer sense of human
rights? Many of them were risking or discarding high rank
under Caesar for the doubtful chances of the restored Republic.
One and all they heard only a commanding word. Freedom.

No one had any intention yet of going to sleep at Dolabella's
house. There were eight guests, one of whom was Gytheris,
the actress. She had been freedwoman and mistress of the
banker Volumnius, then mistress of Antonius, who had
carried her about while he governed Italy during the early
years of the Civil War. But Fulvia had made him promise
not to see her again; and for the moment Cytheris was
unattached. She lay at the table like the men, though
respectable women always sat in chairs. Much wine had
been poured out.

Dolabella, a dark-eyed, small-bodied, elegant young noble
who had joined the extreme radicals, was boasting how he
would discomfiture Antonius on the morrow. He was a
favourite of Cassar, and had no fear of failure. "Do you
think Caesar's got any sympathy for the financiers? All he
wants is the glory of conquering the east. Can't you see how
that will finalise everything for him? He's unconquerable,
but so far he's only beaten a pack of Gauls and won in a
Civil War. When he's broken Parthia and fixed the boundaries
of the Empire on the Danube and the Persian Gulf, things
will be different. He'll be a real national leader."

They drank and argued. The room had been decorated
in the latest style. The love of the Romans for the open
air had shown itself in an effort to make the walls express
space; and the realistic attitude had dictated the method,
a fresco of landscapes painfully exact in perspective. But
there was also a decorative richness in the great swags of
fruit and foliage that hung between the mock-pillars; and
the colour was subdued and harmonious, A continuous
frieze ran round the room, revealing meadows, islands, lakes,
hills and vineyards, which looked fantastically,, garishly real
to the half-closed eyes of the drinkers in the lamp-lit room.

Bored with politics, they let Nicias^ a scholar whom
Dolabella patronised, draw them into a discussion on the